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That face made wonderful with night and day.	240
Her voice was swift, yet ever the last words
Fell lingeringly ;   and rounded finger-tips
She had, that clung a little where they touched
And then were gone o' the instant.    Her great eyes,
That sometimes tarned half dizzily beneath
The passionate lids, as faint, when she would speak.
Had also in them hidden springs of mirth,
Which under the dark lashes evermore
Shook to her laugh, as when a bird flies low
Between the water and the willow-leaves,	250
And the shade quivers till he wins the light.
I was a moody comrade to her then,
For all the love I bore her.    Italy,
The weeping desolate mother, long has claimed
Her sons' strong arms to lean on, and their hands
To lop the poisonous thicket from her path,
Cleaving her way to light.    And from her need
Had grown the fashion of my whole poor life
Which I was proud to yield her, as my father
Had yielded his.    And this had come to be	260
A game to play, a love to clasp, a hate
To wreak, all things together that a man
Needs for his blood to ripen : till at times
All else seemed shadows, and I wondered still
To see such life pass muster and be deemed
Time's bodily substance.   In those hours, no doubt,
To the young girl my eyes were like my soul,—
Dark wells of death-in-life that yearned for day.
And though she ruled me always, I remember
That once when I was thus and she still kept	270
Leaping about the place and laughing, I
Did almost chide her ;  whereupon she knelt
And putting her two hands into my breast
Sang me a song.    Are these tears in my eyes 1
'Tis long since I have wept for anything.
I thought that song forgotten out of mind,
And now, just as I spoke of it, it came
All back.    It is but a rude thing, ill rhymed,

